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Summary: What if Mary Winchester had been pregnant with a little baby 
girl when she died? What if, years later, this girl is brought to 
life and sent down to earth with a dark secret in tow? This is the 
story of Kylie Winchester, in which she accidentally brings about the 
end of the world. Rated T for slight language and violence. 


1. Chapter 1- The Vessel 

A/N- Hey guys, this is a story idea that's been rattling around in my 
head for a while, and I decided to give it a go. This will be a 
pretty long story, but I hope you guys find it worthwhile to stick 
around through the finish line. Next chapter will be up as soon as I 
finish edits ! : ) 

I sat in the back of a rusty old abandoned truck, staring up at a 
night sky filled with stars. It was a dark, cold night, with a harsh 
wind whipping through my light sweatshirt and howling through the 
trees around me. The eerie noise led my thoughts to a dark place, to 
a place where the beautiful stars were falling angels, and the wind 
was demons trying to pull me back with themaC | the pace at which my 
life had changed still astonished me. Here I was, a fourteen year old 
girl, thinking these dangerous thoughts a€" and to think, a day ago 
these stars would've been just pretty pinpricks of light and the wind 
would be just a thing to shelter from. How 24 hours can change an 
innocent girl into a monster is beyond my range of comprehension, but 
then again, I suppose there's a little monster in all of us, and it 
only takes a little spark to activate it. So let my monster rage, I 
say. I just hope it doesn't take the world with it when it crashes 
and burns . 

_24 Hours Ago_ 

_6pm_ 

_Near Breckenridge, Colorado_ 



It was shockingly dark despite the early hour, and windy, and the 
special type of cold that sank into your bones and made you feel as 
if it would never be warm again. Even the most enthusiastic outdoor 
nuts had taken shelter from this cold, huddling with family around 
bright fires and warm smiles. The frost that coated every surface 
glittered in the faint sunlight, providing a picture-perfect image 
for every eye that happened to wander to the window, and to the 
wilderness beyond. Aside from the rustling of pine boughs in the 
wind, it was a quiet night, devoid of the usual sounds of animals and 
cars a€" the cold had chased everything, from bears to birds to 
automobile drivers, inside. Indeed, it seemed as if not a single 
living thing could be found, should someone be so brave to venture 
out and look. This was not the case, however a€" a young girl, clad 
only in a blue sweatshirt and dark gray sweatpants, was running 
through the forest as fast as her legs would take her. The attack had 
been so sudden that she had not even time to grab shoes, so her bare 
feet, slightly blue from cold, crunched over the frost and pine 
needles littering the ground. Her breath billowed from purple-tinged 
lips, curling away in a white cloud, rasping in and out of her mouth 
with the dryness one gets after sprinting a long distance. 

The girl shot terrified looks over her shoulder every few seconds, 
attempting to locate the horror from which she was running. She knew 
naught where she was going, or how far she had run; she was so numb 
from fear that she didn't even feel cold, or the pain from numerous 
bloody wounds caused by running into low-hanging pine boughs at high 
speeds. She had no idea what was chasing her, only that it had 
murdered her family. The only thing she knew was fear, but that would 
have to be enough to save her, it _had _to bea€ i 

It wasn't. 

The girl skidded to a stop at the edge of a clearing, in which the 
sun illuminated a tall figure. Closer examination of the figure 
revealed it to resemble a man, one dressed in a smart black tuxedo, 
complete with shiny dress shoes and slicked back dark hair. The girl 
immediately stumbled and tried to run, for this is the monster she 
had been trying to avoid, but she found it was impossible a€" the 
man, if he could be called that, had simply raised a hand and the 
girl was trapped. "It is no use running. Princess," he said with a 
smile. It was the smile of a man who has won the ultimate prize: 
smug, content, arrogant. Infuriating. 

The girl stared back at him, icy fear twisting her insides into mush, 
silent as if she were frozen. 

"Come now. Princess, that is no way to treat your 
superior . " 

Silence . 

The man's features twisted into an ugly scowl, apparently having 
reached the end of patience. "Let's play it your way, then." He held 
up a hand in the 'stop' gesture, and then pushed it brutally forward. 
The girl screamed in agony, released from her paralysis only to fall 
to the frozen ground. It was pain as she had never known, 
indescribable pain that raced throughout her whole body and brought 
black spots dancing in her vision. 



It seemed as if the torture had lasted forever. The man had 
eventually gotten bored and left the girl lying on the ground, 
unmoving. Maybe he thought she was dead, or would die, maybe he just 
reached the end of his fun, but for whatever reason she was still 
breathing. Her vision swam in and out of focus and her blood stained 
the ground beneath her, but she slowly rolled to her knees. Knives 
seemed to shoot through her, and her head was spinning, but the 
primal instinct of survival kept her moving. She got to her feet, 
bits of dirt and pine needles and blood all falling off as she took 
slow, stuttering steps forward. She didn't know how long or far she 
walked, and she was past caring. Her feet carried her forward, one 
step after another in the dark forest until, finally, they touched 
asphalt. By some miracle, a lone car was coming towards her, 
headlights shockingly bright to her exhausted eyes. Her bare feet 
hardly noticed the sting of stray rocks digging into their soles as 
she walked out in front of the oncoming car, and, when the screech of 
brakes signaled the driver had seen her, let herself go. Her limp 
form fell to the ground, unconscious, as the Impala's wheels ground 
to a halt, mere feet from her cold body. 

_30 Minutes Earlier_ 

_In the town of Breckenridge, Colorado_ 

"Thank you, ma'am," Sam said, stepping out onto the porch of an 
elderly woman who had experienced a brutal attack on two teenagers. 

As the door shut gently behind him, he hopped down the porch steps 
and began walking back to the hotel, pulling out his phone to call 
Dean as he did so. "Sounds like a demon attack," Sam said in lieu of 
a hello when his brother answered. "Smell of sulfur, and Mr. Thomas 
Spade is a 'perfect darling' who had no reason at all to gank 
anyone . " 

The Winchesters had arrived in this quaint mountain town earlier that 
afternoon, after finding a report online about a teenage couple 
getting brutally torn apart. At first they had suspected a werewolf 
or vampire, but after talking to the sheriff and the witness, it was 
definitely leaning more towards a demon attack. There were all the 
typical signs a€" normal man by the name of Thomas Spade suddenly 
murdering people he barely knew, then going AWOL, and the smell of 
sulfur at the crime scenea€|but the brothers had not figured out why 
a demon was all the way up in some out of the way mountain town in 
Colorado . 

"I'll be back at the hotel in 5," Sam said, and hung up. As he walked 
up the empty sidewalk, his mind wandered to the name of the man who 
had gone missing. Thomas Spade was a name that had been popping up 
all over, first on angel radio with Cas (though the angel didn't know 
why it mattered) , and then with demons the brothers had recently 
iced. _"Spade'll get you!" _They would cackle with glee. __"Thomas 
Spade will kill you all!"_ 

Sam opened the door to their hotel room, letting the sound of 
Castiel's voice briefly out into the frigid air. "Hey, Cas," Sam 
said, unsurprised at the sight of the angel. He had a habit of 
popping up randomly because he had 'information', although more often 
than naught it was nothing. Sam suspected he just wanted to see 
Dean . 

"Cas found something about Thomas Spade, " Dean said, gesturing to the 



angel to tell Sam. 


"There is an ancient text I found deep in heaven's libraries," Cas 
began. "In it I found the legend of Hell's Princess, a demon foretold 
to be so powerful she can demolish heaven and conquer hell. This 
demon is said to be aided in her takeover by another, an evil being 
by the name of Thomas Spade." 

"Great. Another super powerful weapon of mass destruction aiming to 
destroy the world, " Sam said, sitting in one of the uncomfortable 
plastic chairs and facing Cas, who was sitting on a bed next to Dean. 
"How do we kill her?" 

" I don ' t know . " 

"_Can_ we kill her?" 

"I don't know a€" but it was written that she will have a sister. An 
angel, equal in power, is going to induce the demon to a war for both 
heaven and hell. If Hell's Princess is real, it stands to reason that 
Heaven's Queen exists as well. If we find her, we may be able to take 
down the Princess." 

"AlrightaC | do you have a name?" 

"My name is Cas, Sam, you know that." The angel said in 
confusion . 

"No, Cas-" Sam sighed and rolled his eyes. "I mean do you have a name 
for the _Princess_. " 

"Oha€|It is rumored that both the angel and the demon will come in a 
vessel named Kylie Winchester, but beyond that, no." 

Sam's phoned beeped, putting an end to the questions, despite the 
many raised at the mention of their own last name. It was a text from 
the local sheriff reading only: 'Attack outside town. Three 

Chesterfields dead and one missing, ' accompanied by an address. It 
only took a look for Dean to get the message, and only a word to get 
Cas to agree to keep researching the Princess before the brothers 
were out the door. 

_Present Time_ 

So it was that the Winchesters, minus an angel, found themselves 
speeding down an empty stretch of road outside of town. This time it 
was a family that was murdered, Sam was explaining to Dean, a mother, 
father, and little girl. The sheriff, who knew the Chesterfields, as 
they were called, said that the eldest girl was missing. Kidnapped, 
perhaps, but there was a slight chance she had escapeda€|if she had, 
it was of utmost priority that they find her, as she might assist 
them in catching Thomas Spade and the Princess. Her name was Kylie, 
the sheriff had said, and she was a national soccer player. The 
Chesterfields had been up for vacation as she had just won the 
national title with her team. 

"Kylie? Like the evil beings of death's vessel Kylie?" Dean 
asked . 

"Wrong last name." Sam said, but neither one of them was convinced. 



It was too big of a coincidence for it to be just a 
coincidence . 

"What does she look like?" Dean asked, brow furrowed in 
concentration. Suddenly, a small figure stumbled out onto the asphalt 
in front of their headlights. Dean cursed and pressed his foot on the 
breaks, screeching to a halt with such a noise that it echoed around 
the otherwise silent mountains. The girl stood in front of their car, 
momentarily swaying before collapsing to the pavement 
altogether . 

"She looks like that, " Sam said after the brothers had rushed to the 
girl's side. Tan skin marred by cuts and bruises, straight blonde 
hair in a halo on the pavement, athletic build. If her big, innocent 
eyes had been open, the brothers would've seen they were the same 
beautiful blue shade as Castiel's. "This is Kylie Chesterfield." 

"We need to get her to a hospital, " Dean said, lifting her small form 
easily into his arms. "And when she wakes up, we need to make her 
talk." 

_10am the next morning_ 

_Breckenridge Urgent Care_ 

"Officers?" A pretty nurse stepped into the waiting room, motioning 
to Sam and Dean. "She's awake." 

The brothers followed the nurse into a small room full of blinking 
machinery. Across the room was an open window, through which a warm, 
pleasant smelling breeze flew. A small, uncomfortable looking bed had 
been maneuvered into a sitting position near the window, on which 
Kylie Chesterfield sat, staring at them with a dull expression. She 
looked afraid, yes, but mostly justaC | nothing . As if her emotions 
were scattered so far into oblivion that she couldn't even bring 
herself to be scared. 

"Thank you, " Sam said as the nurse nodded and left the room, shutting 

the door behind her. His eyes were condoling as he looked at the girl 

curled up in the bed. She had lost so much in such a short time, it 

was astounding she would even talk to them at all. Sam could see the 

grief on her small body, carried in her delicate frown and the sag of 
her shoulders and the shaking breaths. She was hiding it, pushing it 
away for later, saving it for when she was alone, when it would truly 
destroy her. She was, it seemed, doing exactly what Dean did: putting 
the mission first and shoving her pain into the deepest recesses of 
her mind, where it would fester and grow and eventually make her 
snap . 

"You're the Winchesters." Stated not as a question, but as a 
fact . 

"How'd you know that?" Dean asked, striding over to the bed. 

"He told me." Her voice was soft, steady but still holding a note of 
fear. It sounded. Dean thought, rather like his mom's when she was 
young and still a hunter. "He warned me about you, just as he warned 
me what would happen if I didn't listen." 


"Who warned you, Kylie?" Sam asked, standing beside his brother and 



examining the girl. The cuts and bruises on her face did nothing to 
mar the simple strength that seemed to brew beneath the surface and 
shine through her gaze, even if it was now hidden by a layer of 
grief . 

"The demon. He promised that if I didn't deliver my best friend to 
him as a show of good will, he would kill people I loved. I didn't 
believe him a€" called him crazy, even, before running away and never 
thinking of him again. Until he came last night, that is." 

"Wait a second, " Sam said, finally latching onto what the girl had 
said. "Did you say _demon_?" 

"Yes," she said simply, but still impassively. "He told me about your 
world, about vamps and shifters and werewolves. He told me about 
everything you've been through and all the times you've saved the 
world. But mostly, he told me the very thing I never wanted to 
hear . " 

"Oh yeah? And what's that?" Sam asked, gazing at the girl 
curiously . 

"That I'm not a Chesterfield. That I never was." 

"Then who are you?" Kylie used to put all her faith in God above and 
his angels. However, that faith was blown to bits the night before, 
when God sat by while her family a€" who were _good people_ a€" was 
murdered by some unholy beast intent on ruining her life. Now, well, 
she didn't know quite what to believe, or more importantly, what to 
believe _in_. Staring into Sam's eyes, she could see the losses he 
had suffered and the burden he carried. She could see that he 
actually _cared_ about her, even if it was just for the case, just a 
means to an end. After the loss of her family and her faith, Kylie 
needed to see that someone cared. So, without much thought to the 
consequences, Kylie started to believe in Sam. Started to trust him. 
Grudgingly, yes, but it was a beginning. 

"I'm your sister." 

Closer examination of Kylie revealed details the brothers hadn't 
noticed before. The straight blonde hair, curled on the end like a 
princess's, looked like their mom's, and her face structure did too. 
Her nose looked rather like Sam's, but her lips were definitely more 
like Dean's, and, for an unknown reason, Kylie 's eyes were the same 
bright blue that Castiel's were. Sam didn't want to believe it, 
didn't want to think that this little girl could possibly be of the 
same blood a€" she was so _young_, and innocent, and he hated that 
the curse of the Winchester name could be passed on to her. Thinking 
it over, though, it felt internally right, as if some piece that had 
been out of place since he saw Kylie had finally shifted to where it 
was supposed to be. 

Before any response could be made. Dean was pulling his younger 
brother out of the room and into the hallway. "She's lying." 

"You know. Dean, I don't think she is," Sam said, monitoring the 
angry storm brewing in his brother's eyes. 

Dean opened his mouth to retort but was cut off by a hand on his 
shoulder. "Cas, you got my text," he said, turning around to the 



familiar angel. 


"Yes. Where is the girl?" 

"In here." Dean pushed open the door to Kylie's hospital room to find 
the girl herself standing in wait for them, fully dressed in bloody 
clothes and black bruises. Her eyes widened slightly at the sight of 
Cas, and she whispered, "You _are_ real!" Slowly she walked to the 
angel and seemed to gently touch something right behind his left arm, 
much to the confusion of the brothers. 

"You _are_ an angel," she said in wonder. "But why are your wings so 
broken? " 

"Wait, Kylie, " Sam interrupted, "You can see his wings?" 

"Of course," she said, wearing a confused expression. "Can't 
you? " 

_They had been playing Sorry, laughing in front of the fire as Lela, 
the youngest, got knocked back to home by Kylie's blue piece. They 
had been playing Sorry, one big happy family, playfully throwing 
cards at each other when they got a bad move. They had been playing 
Sorry when their world ended. _ 

_ The end had begun when the door slammed open. _It ' s just the wind_, 
Mr. Chesterfield said, getting up to close it. He was the first to 
die, gutted in front of the family as they screamed. _Get away from 
us_! Mrs. Chesterfield cried as she pushed her children behind her, 
away from the advancing man with solid black eyes. _Stay away from my 
girls! _She was the second to die, with her head severed from her 
neck by a glimmering blade. _Stay away from my sister !_ Kylie had 
yelled, pushing her sister close to the fire. All it took was a wave 
from the man's hand and she was thrown aside, crashing into a window 
with such force that it cracked. Through blurry vision, Kylie watched 
as the man pushed Lela, little 8-year-old Lela, little innocent Lela, 
into the fire; could do nothing but stand up shakily as her sister's 
screams were cut off quite suddenly by the sinking of a blade into 
smoldering flesh. And then the man had turned towards her, and Kylie 
had run a€" shattering the window with her body, flinging herself 
into the night, running with everything she had, away from her 
burning sister and gutted father and headless mother. Behind her, the 
wooden cabin was burning, probably because the fire had spread down 
her sister and into the structure. But all Kylie could do was run, 
run fast and run hard, away from the blazing wreckage of the only 
life she had ever known. __ 

Kylie, Sam, Dean, and Cas sat around a table at the Blue Moose, a 
local breakfast place in the heart of Breckenridge . Kylie sat with a 
plate of pancakes and a steaming cup of hot chocolate (which was her 
favorite drink of all time) in front of her, eating with such speed 
and in such magnitude that only Dean could rival her. Sam and Cas 
stared in disgusted fascination, watching the two of them stuff their 
mouths with carbohydrates. The puzzle of Kylie's ability to see Cas ' s 
wings had been momentarily set aside until after the meal, per Dean's 
request and insistence on the importance of an uninterrupted 
breakfast . 

Kylie kept stealing glances at Castiel's black wings, watching them 
in wonder as they rested unmoving on his back. They were beautiful. 



even in the destroyed state, and she could only imagine what they 
looked like when they were whole. Suddenly, just as Kylie was about 
to steal Sam's uneaten toast, the world went black. 

Cas, the Winchesters, and Kylie were standing in a garden, looking 
around in confusion. If not for the tension in the air, the group 
would've noticed just how pretty the garden was: soaring oak and 
maple trees, lush green grass, tulips and roses and daisies blooming 
everywhere. There were wooden benches spaced around the park and the 
sky was the deep blue of a cloudless summer day in Denver a€" 
although Kylie had the distinct feeling they were nowhere in the 
States . 

"Where the hell are we?" Dean demanded, voicing what they all were 
thinking . 

"It appears to be someone's version of heaven," Cas said, examining 
the area around them. The smell of nature and sunshine and roses 
permeated the air, causing Kylie to inhale deeply several times just 
to try and commit this wonderful smell to memory. It wasn't as nice 
as the smell of pine trees and freshly fallen snow, but it was 
close . 

"Adriel, are you sure this will work?" A female voice said as three 
figures came into view from behind a tree, startling the Winchesters, 
Kylie, and Cas into silence. 

"It's another angel," Kylie whispered in awe, staring at the black 
wings tucked tightly against the broad man's back. 

This angel, Adriel, was standing in the middle of a couple, which 
Kylie grasped to be Mary and John Winchester (mostly from Sam and 
Dean's gasps of _Mom? Dad!_) . The female who had spoken, Mary 
Winchester, had long, blonde hair and was quite pretty, while John 
was harsh-looking with black hair and a hawk-like nose. Kylie felt a 
strange twinge in her heart when she saw them, as though her body was 
calling out for her to go to the couple. If the demon was telling the 
truth and she really was their daughter, it would explain the sudden 
and desperate longing to run into the woman's arms. 

"Yes," spoke Adriel. His voice was a deep baritone, ringing with 
confidence and power. He was a big man, muscular and tall, with rich 
dark hair and eyes the color of chocolate a€" if chocolate could look 
evil. This man held an aura of coldness around him, as though he were 
sucking all the happiness and warmth right out of the atmosphere. "It 
is the girl's only chance. We _must_ keep her away from the 
demons . " 

"Can you guarantee that she will be protected? Kept away from her 
brothers, and from the life they lead? I must save at least one of my 
children," the woman said insistently. 

"I can only promise that we will do our best. Her brothers _would_ 
provide the best protection for her, however, " Adriel said. The trio 
had stopped beneath the shade of an oak tree, the Winchester parents 
holding hands tightly. 

"No. Safety lies in a normal life, not the life of a hunter," Mary 
Winchester was firm, glaring at Adriel with all the force of a 
protective mother. "My sons are older now and causing more trouble. I 



will not add the burden of raising my daughter onto their 
shoulders . " 

"Very well. It shall be done." 

"Then yes a€" you must take her, for the good of all." Mary said with 
a tender hand across her stomach, and then the scene vanished a€" but 
not before Kylie saw a sickening smirk twist across Adriel ' s face. 
There was a glint in that angel's eyes, one that showed the story 
might not be so simple as he led the couple to believe. 

This time they found themselves in a dungeon of sorts. There was 
manacles hung around the walls at regular intervals, but only two 
were occupied: one, with the demon who had attacked her family, and 
the other with Cas a€" but this version of Cas still had his full set 
of wings. In the middle of the dungeon sat a metal table, and on this 
table rested a blanket. Kylie could just see a baby's face sticking 
out of the fabric, but there was something wrong with it a€" it was 
gray, and still. It was dead. Two angels were standing on the other 
side of the table, gazing down at the baby. One man was Adriel, and 
the other was someone new: a blonde man with green eyes, tan skin, 
and a welcoming feel radiating out. He had wings of silver, unlike 
the black ones possessed by Adriel and Castiel. 

"Will you give your blood to help protect this girl, Barachiel?" 
Adriel asked the silver-winged man. "It was the only way Mary and 
John Winchester would agree to giving me their daughter. They 
required that you, the angel of guardians, give your blessing of 
safety to the child." 

"I will gladly give my blood for this child, Adriel. She is much too 
important to be left unprotected." Barachiel responded, before 
holding up an angel blade that had appeared in his hand. Quickly he 
dragged the knife across his wrist, releasing a small stream of blood 
that wound its way down his skin and dripped slowly into the baby's 
small mouth. Adriel smiled coldly, a smirk transforming his otherwise 
handsome face. 

"What I do not understand, Adriel, is why we need Castiel 's blood as 
well. Shouldn't mine be proficient to keep this girl alive?" The 
blonde angel asked, looking inquisitively towards his companion. 

Kylie and Cas shared blood a€" that must be the reason for her blue 
eyes, Kylie realized. They certainly weren't like any of the other 
Winchesters' eyes. And the angel blood was probably why she could see 
angel's wings when Sam and Dean a€" who were, for once, the normal 
ones a€" could not. 

"I do not question orders from above, Barachiel. I was told to give 
the renegade's blood to the baby, so that is what I shall do. Dare 
you follow his path and rebel?" 

"No, brother, of course not. I was simply curious." 

As Adriel explained, he walked over to the demon chained to the left 
wall. He repeated the process of drawing blood, carrying drops of it 
on the blade, ready to fall into the baby's mouth. Finally, he 
reached Cas, who glared at him but could not speak for a dirty gag in 
his mouth. "Now, brother," Adriel said with a grin, "I would not pay 
too close attention to this little get-together. I shall wipe your 
memories soon enough. Oh, and when the girl turns 15a€| it shall be a 



happy day for us, " With that, he gave the blood to the baby, and a 
wail split the air. The baby in the blanket was writhing, screaming, 
giving everything her tiny body had. 

"Welcome to the world, Kylie Winchester, " Adriel said menacingly, and 
the scene disappeared. 

They were back at the Blue Moose, just as they had been a moment 
before, except they were all wearing expressions of absolute shock. 

So much had been explained by the onslaught of visions, but there 
were questions tooa€|like who this Adriel guy was. Kylie had a 
feeling he was bad news. 

"So she _is_ the prophesized vessel, " Cas said, breaking the silence 
and looking at Kylie with a new interest. "She carries the Princess 
and the Queen inside her." 

"Step one of actually finding her is complete. Now we gotta stop 
her, " Sam said, also staring at the newly discovered youngest 
Winchester . 

"But stopped how?" Dean cut in, examining Kylie. "She's just a 
_girl_, and she's our _sister_, apparently, so we can't just gank 
her ! " 

"Hey!" Kylie said loudly, stopping the argument before it began and 
ignoring the looks from strangers as her palm slapped onto the table 
with a loud smack (not that she wasn't getting looks already, she 
_was_ covered in blood) . "Who the heck are this Princess and Queen 
you're talking about?" Dean took another bite of toast to make Sam 
begin the explanation of what they knew, and Kylie 's view of the 
world fragmented just a little bit further with every word he 
spoke . 

"Take me with you, " she said when they were finished. "Train me to be 
a hunter . " 

"Absolutely not," Sam and Dean said at the same time. 

"Well, you're either going to teach me to do it properly, or I'll 

teach myself, " Kylie said, crossing her arms and fixing the boys with 

a glare. "I have demons _and _angels on my ass, I'm not about to sit 
around and wait for them to come get me again." 

"She has a point," Cas said. "We can't leave her. Keep your enemies 
closer, and all that." 

And so, Kylie joined Castiel in the backseat of the Impala as they 

drove back to Kansas, heading to the bunker. It was a silent ride, 

filled not with words but with the cautious exchange of glances 
between brothers and the blatant studying of Kylie from Cas. Here was 
this girl who had literally lost everything (including her normalcy) , 
and yet she wasn't a sobbing mess a€" quite the contrary, actually. 
She was sitting straight and rigid in her seat, staring out the 
window with the unfocused gaze of someone looking but not seeing. She 
looked, Cas thought, rather like a warrior angel with the sun 
sparking off her hair and glinting in her eyes, turning them to hard, 
cold pieces of ice in her tan face. 


When they arrived at the bunker, it was nighttime, nearly 24 hours 



after the attack. No one had slept much so they were all exhausted, 
but Kylie refused to go inside, saying instead she needed some fresh 
air for a moment. The brothers agreed, albeit hesitantly, telling her 
not to stray too far. And so it was that she found herself lying in 
the bed of an old abandoned truck on one side of the bunker, staring 
up at the stars and thinking dark thoughts. Emotionally, Kylie was at 
her limit, with grief and confusion and anger and fear all pushing 
for space. Mentally, she couldn't wrap her head around how things had 
changed so fast, so suddenly, and so completely. Hadn't she just been 
on her team's shoulders after kicking the winning goal at nationals? 
Now she was some test tube for growing supernatural entities 
hell-bent on destroying the world. 

"I'm sorry, Lela, " Kylie whispered to the stars, taking comfort in 
their familiarity amongst this world of strangers. "It's my fault 
you're dead, and I'm so so sorry." She could nearly hear Lela's laugh 
floating down on the breeze. 

Sighing, Kylie realized that she was freezing. It must've been a long 
time that she had sat, doing that destructive thing called 
overthinking, because she could barely move her frozen joints. 

Shakily she got off the truck and made her way to the door, where 
Sam, who had been coming to get her, smiled comfortingly and took her 
to her new room, to her new life, to her new family. 

That night, Kylie had woken screaming from the nightmare of watching 
the Chesterfields die over and over again. The tears she had pushed 
away for so long finally overwhelmed her, and she had sat in the bed 
sobbing without caring who heard her or whom she woke up. Eventually 
Sam had come into her room and sat on the bed beside her, pulling the 
small girl into his chest and sitting there with her, rubbing one 
large hand soothingly up and down her back as she cried into his 
chest. "It's my fault," she whispered. "I'm the reason they're 
dead . " 

"Shh, " Sam soothed. "It isn't your fault a€" it's Spade. We'll find 
him, I promise, and we can get back at him for icing your family." 
Kylie fell asleep like that, and sooner or later Sam did too, fell 
asleep leaning against the headboard and holding his little sister to 
his chest, where she kept him warm all night in the relatively cold 
bunker. With the little space heater of a girl curled against him, 

Sam slept nightmare-free for the first time in ages. 

The next night, and the one after that, and practically every one 
after that, either Kylie crept into Sam's room and snuggled up 
against him to calm his nightmares or he would hear her cries and 
come comfort her. Both siblings slept better when they were together, 
with nightmares running away and warmth creeping in. 

Ever so slightly, day-by-day, Kylie was getting over the 
Chesterfields and accepting her new family of Sam, Dean, and Cas . 
Slowly, she was becoming just as close to them as Charlie or Kevin, 
finding such an important spot in their lives that she was nearly on 
the level of family reserved for Sam, and Dean, and now Cas. Nearly. 
She still sometimes felt that Dean didn't quite trust her, that Sam 
thought she might ruin their lives, that Cas thought she was a 
ticking time bomb. Despite these roadblocks, however, their little 
family of four was beginning to come together, just in time for the 
end . 



A/N- Please review, I love all constructive criticism (and 
compliments aren't too bad either) ! 


2. Chapter 2- Earning Your Wings 

A/N- Hello again, thanks for sticking around! Here's chapter 2. 
Please excuse all grammatical/spelling errors, and leave a review! 

: ) 


It had been three months since the brothers found their sister and 
took her back to the bunker with the intent of training her. She was 
a fast learner and a determined student, practicing her aim and 
fighting for hours a day. After only three months (but lots of sore 
muscles, cuts, and bruises) , she could shoot just as well as either 
of the boys and developed a special talent with throwing knives. Her 
hand-to-hand fighting was improving a€" Kylie had managed to defeat 
Cas in a duel with angel blades (although he claimed he had been 
going easy on her) . The brothers hadn't let her come on a case yet, 
however, because as they liked to say, the training room wasn't 
exactly the same thing as an actual job. In reality, they had just 
assumed the role of overprotect ive parents in the girl's life (much 
to Kylie 's annoyance). 

Kylie had been given a room next to Sam's, but she hadn't decorated 
much. There was a bed in the middle of the furthest wall from the 
door, with a nightstand on either side. There was a large desk to the 
left of the door and, to the right, was a giant bookshelf stocked 
full of books with a beanbag next to it. The beanbag was probably the 
most used piece of furniture in the room as Kylie often fell asleep 
there while reading instead of on the bed. Usually, when Sam did his 
routine check on her before he went to sleep, he would come in and 
carry her back to the bed. Her 5 '2 form was so light and small that 
he could hold her in one arm while undoing the sheets, gently 
slipping her beneath them as she muttered a sleepy 'thank 
you ' . 

There were two pictures propped against the red lamp on the desk: one 
of the Chesterfields, taken two months before the attack, found in 
the newspaper; and the other of Cas, Dean, and Sam all sitting around 
a table with beers, mouths open wide with delight and laughter. Kylie 
herself had taken that picture when they hadn't been looking, hoping 
for a memory of the new family she was finding among the three men to 
accompany the one of her old family. She had several more pictures of 
the Winchesters and Cas stashed away in a little green journal hidden 
in the back of a desk drawer. The journal held painful recounts of 
her old life, written in times when her grief got too hard to hold 
in, but mostly it contained happy pictures and memories of the new 
family and life she was building. 

In a small dresser near the bookshelf, new clothes from a recent 
shopping trip were neatly folded. As Kylie had run from the house 
with nothing but the clothes on her back, a trip to the mall was 
required (she had forced Cas to take her, which was an interesting 
experience) : she now had five plaid shirts, three pairs of jeans, one 
pair of jean shorts, her old blue sweatshirt and gray sweatpants (her 
favorite outfit by far, washed clean of dirt and blood), one of Sam's 
ratty old t-shirts she wore to sleep, and a deep blue dress she was 
saving for the first time she had to be FBI with her brothers. Kylie 
also wore a silver necklace given to her by Mrs. Chesterfield one 



Christmas and an iron ring with the words, 'We live in the stars' 
engraved on it in delicate letters. The necklace held a pendant in 
the shape of angel wings, and it hung around her neck every hour of 
every day, a reminder of the world she had lived in. The ring, 
however, was a birthday gift from her best friend Tristan Jacobson 
(her brothers' envied the ring because it would give her the ability 
to simply punch ghosts in the face) . 

Currently, the room's occupant was fast asleep on the bed, lying on 
her stomach with her right hand under the pillow clutching her angel 
blade (a gift from Cas) . Her blonde hair was tied back in a French 
braid, several strands escaping and falling gently to tickle the 
sleeping girl's face. They stirred lightly every time she breathed, 
her back rising slowly. Sam's old t-shirt hung loosely around her 
small form, the neckline coming down just far enough that it revealed 
the new anti-possession tattoo on her left shoulder blade. It was 
late in the morning now, and the smell of pancakes that Dean was 
making drifted through the room. Ever since Kylie had come to the 
bunker, every Sunday was Pancake Day, as it had been a tradition at 
the Chesterfields' house that she had asked her brothers quietly to 
continue. Despite Dean's convictions that she needed to forget about 
her old life and move on for her own good, he couldn't say no to her 
puppy eyes. 

Castiel stood in the doorway of her room, gazing at Kylie sleeping 
and lost in thought. He had grown to like the girl over the months 
she had lived with them, even grown to love her witty remarks and 
careless humor about everything, so what he knew was in store for her 
pulled at his heart. Demon and angel blood together was a toxic mix, 
and to have it pumping through her so longaC | soon it would begin 
burning her up from the inside out, literally setting her soul on 
fire. Not to mention the angel and demon growing inside her a€" Cas 
knew that one-day those beings would manifest themselves, and when 
that day came, it wouldn't be pretty. Kylie was family, Cas had begun 
to realize, and he had grown as protective of her as he was of Sam 
and Dean. He would do anything to try and prevent this from 
happening, but the thing was, he didn't know if there was anything 
anyone could do. 

The girl sleeping in the bed stirred slightly, waking up to the smell 
of Dean's amazing pancakes. The angel, smiling softly as she groaned 
and pushed her face into the pillow, thought how much she was like 
her brothers. She was a Winchester, through and through, with the 
somet imes-idiot ic bravery, rock-solid loyalty, and sarcasm shining 
through her actions, but it was always marred by something. Lingering 
behind her joyful smile and sarcastic remarks was something darker, 
something dangerous. As Kylie rolled onto her back and opened her 
blue eyes, Cas couldn't help but wonder if it had been a mistake to 
ever take her away from that hospital. 

A young girl, about 5 years of age, was playing around with a soccer 
ball in her backyard. She was _really_ good, any passers-by could 
see, her blonde ponytail swinging as she dribbled the ball up and 
down the yard. Of course, no one goes without mistakes, and hers came 
when she accidentally kicked the ball too hard and sent it sailing 
over the fence into the neighbor's yard. Gasping, the girl ran to 
pull a patio chair to the wooden slats so she could see over. Her 
blue eyes scanned the yard and had just alighted on the ball when a 
set of green eyes popped up right in front of her, causing her to 
fall off the chair in surprise. 



"Who are you?" The green-eyed boy asked. "My name's Tristan. We just 
moved in. Is that your ball? Do you play soccer? I play, but no one 
ever wants to play with me. Will you play with me?" The girl was at a 
loss for words as she picked herself off the ground. The boy didn't 
stop talking, despite her lack of answers. "How old are you? I'm 
5 . " 

Finally recovering herself, the girl answered. "I'm Kylie, and I'm 5 
too." She looked at the eyes peeking over the fence, at the brown 
hair sticking on end and the black glasses that framed Tristan's 
face. "Would youa€ i would you like to play with me?" The boy's face 
lit up in a smile, revealing slightly crooked teeth. 


"Yes ! " 


Ever since that day, Kylie and Tristan had been best friends. They 
made an unusual pair, the talkative boy and the quiet girl. Kylie was 
the only one who could ever beat Tristan at soccer, even when he 
eventually grew taller than her (much to Kylie 's frustration) . They 
were inseparable, often spending the night together, staying up late 
and beating each other in very competitive Monopoly games. 

It had been the hardest for Tristan Jacobson when Kylie went missing. 
A local hospital in Breckenridge reported that she disappeared along 
with some FBI guys. No one knew where she went, and no one had seen 
her or the 'FBI agents' since that day. He could often be seen 
sitting on the swing on Kylie 's porch, staring at the spot she used 
to sit, when they would watch the sun set over the mountains and 
laugh about everything from Tristan's glasses breaking _again_ to 
Kylie accidentally tripping a girl in a soccer game. His iron ring, 
identical to Kylie 's, hung on a leather cord around his neck and was 
shiny from hours of nervous rubbing. She had been missing for months 
now, and he had to assume she was dead, just like the rest of her 
family. But a little spark in Tristan refused to let him truly 
believe that a€" he would _know_ if she were dead. She wasn't dead! 
She couldn't bea€ | 

*** _one month later_ 

Over the last month, the siblings had created a (illegal) seating 
arrangement: Dean would drive, as always, Sam would sit in the 
passenger seat, as always, and Kylie would sit in the middle between 
them. She was so small that she fit easily between both brothers, 
often irritating Dean by fiddling with the radio. This probably 
wasn't safe, as she had no seatbelt (other then a rope Dean had 
rigged up) , but violent protests from Kylie and extreme carsickness 
whenever she sat in the back eventually won her the right to the 
front. Sometimes, if they were out late on a job or Kylie had had 
trouble sleeping the night before, she would curl into a ball and 
fall asleep with her head on Sam's lap, her toes just barely touching 
Dean's leg. Kylie, the brothers had discovered, was like a cat a€" 
she could sleep anywhere, at any time, in any position. It had been 
annoying at first, discovering her curled up on chairs pushed to 
random spots of sunlight and, on rare occasion, fast asleep on the 
floor, but now it was rather endearing. God knows none of them got 
enough sleep during the night. 


Kylie had been allowed to come on hunts for the last month, taking 
down vampires and werewolves and the lone djinn that had been eating 



fat, old men (don't ask) . As she climbed into the Impala beside Sam, 
waiting for Dean to put his bag in the trunk, she was nearly bouncing 
from excitement a€" this job was in Denver! Sam had promised her that 
she could visit her old house, but only for a few minutes. Maybe, 
just maybe, she could see Tristan. Of course, he couldn't see her, 
for the same reason she couldn't call or text to let him know she was 
okay: it was too dangerous. Dean climbed in next to her and pulled 
the door shut, breaking off her thoughts; with a wave to Cas (who was 
staying behind to hold the bunker down) they were off, riding back to 
the state she was found in. 

It was a black and white case, easy interviews with scared witnesses 
who led them down a trail of demon attacks to this house a€" a red 
brick ranch style, located directly across the street from Kylie's 
old home. Of course, Kylie's blue eyes strayed to the white house 
next to her own, the one she knew Tristan was in, probably on the 
computer listening to Tim McGraw and doing trigonometry. He would be 
back from soccer practice by now, for sure, but he might be over at 
Drew Gardner's house, where he sometimes went on Friday afternoons. 
Drew was on Tristan's soccer team, with honey blonde hair and deep 
brown eyes. He was good looking, Kylie supposed, but also something 
of a jerk to her (Drew had once told her that no woman was beautiful 
without makeup on, so she now refused to even touch the stuff just to 
prove her point) . 

"Ky, " Dean said, snapping his fingers in front of her face and 
attempting to pull her gaze away from Tristan's window in the 
upper-left corner of the house. She had always loved his room a€" 
heck, she had helped him redecorate after he grew out of the 
superhero phase. The Batman posters on the wall were replaced with a 
giant poster of the national soccer team and several pictures of him 
and Kylie. The walls were an eggshell color, and the comforter on the 
wooden brown queen-size bed was a dark blue. The carpet was a light 
gray and the softest thing she had ever felt, and a black, well-used 
desk chair sat in front of a brown desk that she could remember often 
sitting on while he did homework. _Hurry up_, she'd tease, poking him 
with a pencil. _Calm down, Kyles, _he ' d smile up at her, his teeth 
still crooked, using the nickname only he was allowed to use. _We ' re 
not all as wicked smart as you. _"Kylie!" Dean said again, 
louder . 

"Hey, Dean," Kylie said, still staring at the window. "Do you mind if 
I take a walk, look around a little bit? Maybe there's some trace of 
the demon we missed on our last drive through." Dean looked at her 
inquisitively, not buying it, but let it go when Sam called from the 
front door. Not having to explain the whole 

' yes-ma ' am-this-is-my-niece-she-want s-to-be-FBI-when-she ' s-older ' 
thing was a relief, anyway. 

"We'll meet you back here in 20 minutes. Don't be late, or I'm 
calling Cas to find you." Her brother said, turning to walk up the 
path . 

"Yes, mom!" Kylie called after him jokingly, but her heart wasn't in 
it. She was remembering how Tristan had always loved her reading 
aloud to him, both of them curled on his bed with matching gray 
sweatpants on a€" he was the one who given her the pair she still 
wore all the time. _You can read it yourself, idiot, _she would 
laugh. _Yeah, but it's so much easier to have you do it, _he would 
say, stretching out on the bed, hands behind his head as he leaned 



against the pillows. Sides, I like hearing you read_. She 
remembered teaching him to braid her hair so he could do it before 
big soccer games, when her hands were shaking from nerves and failed 
to do even that menial task. And, worst of all, she remembered 
talking to him just before they left for Breckenridge : 

"Come back to me, Kyles." He always said 'come back to me' instead of 
a goodbye. He was why she said that to her brothers a€" of course, 
the fist bump from Dean and the forehead kiss from Sam were all her 
own. They were her family's good luck tokens, the unspoken promise to 
stay safe during a hunt. 

"Always." She never failed to answer this way before giving him a hug 
and a smile. 

"See you then, weirdo." Never a goodbye, always a 'see you then'. 
Goodbyes were too permanent, he said, too formal. They'd see each 
other again, it was only a matter of time. 

Kylie knew where she was headed before her feet started moving. There 
was only one place she could go: the Bat Cave, her and Tristan's 
personal hideaway. The Bat Cave was an old tree house in Kylie 's 
backyard, a rickety thing they'd fixed up just enough to not 
collapse. It had a ratty blanket spread across the wooden floor and a 
hole in the ceiling where they always looked up and watched the 
stars, and it was absolutely perfect. He'd had such a fascination in 
the stars, it was amusing, but she had eventually started loving them 
too. She remembered lugging a radio up the ladder so they could 
listen to country music (Tristan's favorite) while stargazing, 
singing and competing on who could find and name the most 
constellations . 

Slowly Kylie climbed the familiar, swaying rope ladder that led to 
the front of the Bat Cave. She crawled over to the door and felt a 
pang of sadness at the weathered piece of paper stuck there: _Kylie 
and Tristan's Bat Cave: Do Not Enter_ beneath which were two small 
handprints, one in blue paint (which was Kylie ’s) and the other in 
green. Carefully she put a hand on the sign and pushed the door open, 
taking in the rumpled blue blanket, dust-covered radio, and musty 
smell. Kylie positioned herself beneath the jagged hole in the 
ceiling after flipping on the radio, watching the clouds skid across 
the sky. _Think of You_ by Chris Young and Cassadee Pope bled into 

the air, and Kylie found herself singing, just the way Tristan and 

her used to do. 

_We used to be the life of the party 

>We used to be the ones that they wished they were<br>But now it's 

like they don't how to act 

>Maybe they're like me<br>And they want us back 

>It's like there's always an empty space<br>Those memories that 
nobody can erase 

>0f how bright we burned well now it hurts<br>But it's true 
>When they think of me they think of you<em> 

She felt another wave of remorse as she realized how true the lyrics 
were. Tristan and Kylie were basically joined at the hip, going 
everywhere together and never seen without the other nearby. They 
were each other's protectors, supporters, and number one fans; 
without Tristan, Kylie constantly felt like something was missing. 

She would turn to share a joke with him and see only Sam; she'd 



reached for him at night when she was lonely and find only the sheets 
or her brother's hard muscles, which were so unlike Tristan's 
softness. Kylie twisted the ring around her finger as she sang, 
tracing the familiar words: we live in the stars. It was a play off a 
quote they had once heard: 'some people are born with tornados in 

their lives and constellations in their eyes. Others have the stars 
at their feet, but their souls are lost at sea.' Tristan had decided 
that Kylie had the universe in her eyes and the stars in her smile, 
so he'd proclaimed that together they would live together amongst the 
galaxies she brought with her. _No tornados for us!_ he would 
laugh . 

Drew Gardner stood with coal-black eyes under the shade of the big 
tree that housed the Bat Cave, listening to Kylie 's singing floating 
through the air. _It ' s time_, a voice whispered in his ear, and he 
started the spell that would lend enough strength to the Queen for 
her to manifest herself. With any luck, Kylie Winchester would die in 
the process. 

Tristan Jacobson was making his way toward the Bat Cave, rubbing his 
own ring vigorously as he always did when he was stressed. He was 
thinking of the number of times he'd nearly told Kylie how he really 
felt about her, and regretting not saying the three simple words that 
somehow amounted to so much: _I love you._ Suddenly, his thoughts 
were wrenched back to the present by the sound of music coming from 
the Bat Cave, something that hadn't occurred since the Breckenridge 
trip. It was a country song, one of his favorites, and he could 
vaguely hear a beautiful (at least to him, she hated it) voice 
slipping into the air beneath the music: Kylie. Heart beating faster, 
breath speeding up, disbelief coursing through his mind, Tristan 
raced to the bottom of the ladder and started climbing. 

Sam and Dean walked out of the elderly woman's house, versions of 
'thank you, ma'am' issuing from both of their mouths. They walked 
down the sidewalk, discussing what they had learned a€" this lady was 
most definitely not possessed by a demon and had no obvious reason to 
be killed. Dean decided, however, that he and Kylie should stay and 
stake out the place while Sam went to interview the other houses. 
"Where is Ky, anyway?" Sam asked at the mention of the younger girl, 
looking around. Before Dean could answer, a feminine scream echoed 
around the otherwise silent neighborhood from the direction of 
Kylie's old house. 

The youngest Winchester let the sunshine warm her face and imagined 
that Tristan was teasing her about her awful singing before joining 
in himself, unaware that that very boy was climbing up the ladder 
below her. All of a sudden, a sharp pain stabbed itself between her 
shoulder blades. Her singing faltered as the pain quickly 
intensified, branching out in lightning bolts of agony throughout her 
upper back. When another wave of severe discomfort hit, the scream 
lingering in her throat was released to bound around the neighborhood 
and instill fear in the three males currently looking for 
her . 

Tristan reached the Bat Cave first, staring with the same surprise 
Kylie felt, mouth gaping and brown hair mussed and green eyes wide 
behind the familiar black glasses. "Kylie?" He gasped, and she saw a 
single tear fall down his face. Her blonde hair was in a halo around 
her head and she managed to gasp out, "Hey, Tris, " before groaning in 
pain and arching her back off the ground. Tristan saw, with a lurch 



of fear, thick drops of blood falling from her fair skin to the 
wooden slats of the Bat Cave. "Sam," she said next in-between heaving 
breaths . 

"What?" asked Tristan, crawling to cradle Kylie in his arms. She 
winced at his touch but let him hold her, even curling against his 
familiar form. Her blood was soaking into the soft fabric of the 
beautiful dress she was wearing, and her chest was heaving with 
uneven breaths as more and more life ran down her skin onto the floor 
and coated Tristan's arms. 

"TurnaC i aroundaC i " she said, motioning weakly behind him. Tristan 
turned to see an unfamiliar face looking into the tree house, one 
stricken with worry and fear as the man took in the sight of Kylie. 
Reflexively, Tristan pulled the girl tighter against his chest, but 
she pushed against him weakly. "TrustaC | Sama€ | DeanaC | help . " And then 
her pretty blue eyes finally fluttered shut, blood loss taking its 
heavy toll. 

Drew sank into the shadows. The spell had succeeded, but only 
partially a€" the Winchester girl hadn't died. Spade would punish him 
for this, he knew, but first he had to get revenge on the boy that 
had found her so quickly: Tristan Jacobson. 

"Come on, Ky, focus!" Cas said from 10 feet away. Him, the 
Winchesters, and Tristan were standing outside the bunker, Kylie 's 
face creased in concentration as her tongue stuck out the left side 
of her mouth like it always did when she focused. Everyone present 
was watching the girl expectantly, waiting for Kylie to figure out 
how to fly. 

After the incident in Denver, Sam and Dean had rushed Kylie back to 
Kansas (going about twice the speed limit) so Cas could use his angel 
mojo, but he had nearly fallen off the stairs when he saw her: she 
had angel wings. Small, black, fledgling wings speckled with blood, 
but wings nonetheless. As best they could figure, it was a result of 
Heaven's Queen growing stronger, a fact none of them were pleased 
about. At any rate. Dean had suggested offhandedly that maybe she 
could teleport now, and the siblings had decided to give it a 
go . 

Tristan had arrived at the bunker two days prior, after the demon the 
Winchesters had abandoned in order to save their sister killed 
Tristan's family. After explaining he had turned Kylie's phone's GPS 
on and that was how he found them, and after the necessary monster 
tests were run, he had been given a room on the opposite side of the 
bunker. _I don't want him anywhere close to my baby sister !_ Dean had 
said angrily, earning a glare and a punch from Kylie at the term 
'baby', but his opinion was not swayed. Tristan usually snuck down to 
Kylie's room anyway, and they curled together just as comfortingly as 
they had before the Breckenridge incident. 

Now, they stood in the cold, Kylie trying with all her might to 
follow Cas ' s teachings and teleport the short distance to where he 
stood. "I can't do it!" She complained angrily, stamping her foot in 
childish frustration. 

"You thought you couldn't name all the constellations, either, and 
yet you did!" Tristan yelled from his spot behind Sam and Dean. Her 
brothers hadn't loosened the reins on them being close to each other. 



even during the day. One of them was always watching the boy 
suspiciously, and if they tried to sit together, Sam would walk over 
and literally carry Kylie away. Sometimes it was extremely 
frustrating being small and having freakishly strong, overprotect ive 
brothers . 

Kylie sent Tristan a grateful smile (earning a _look_ from Dean) 
before closing her eyes and taking a deep breath. _Tristan believes 
in you_, she said silently. _You can do it_. With another breath, she 
felt a strange breeze ruffle her hair, and opened her eyes to a 
shocking sight a€" she was on the edge of the bunker's roof. With a 
shriek, she stumbled away from the startlingly high edge, falling 
not-so-gracefully onto her butt. "I did it!" She cried in delight, 
cheers from her family and Tristan echoing up the side of the bunker. 
She lay back on the roof with her arms spread, smiling up at the blue 
sky. "I did it," she said again softly, before closing her eyes and 
teleporting down to the ground a€" well, into Tristan's arms, much to 
Dean's irritation. Kylie could care less, however, as she smiled at 
her friend, noses nearly touching. "Thanks for believing in me," she 
said quietly. She carried an aroma akin to a forest in wintertime and 
vaguely like vanilla, which also happened to be her favorite smells 
ever . 

"Always . " 

A/N- Chapter 3 will be finished soon. Don't forget to review, please 
and thank you ! 


End 
f ile . 



